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PREFACE. 


Few Catholic devotions have been more mis- 
represented or ridiculed, by Protestants, than the 
Mysteries of the Rosary. The favourite Church 
History of evangelical Anglicans ventures to 
describe them, “ Ав the spirit of bondage and 
miserable superstition,—the religion of the lips, 
—a self-righteous drudgery of so much devo- 
tional work with a view to purchase the remission 
of sins, and to ease the conscience of men,—who 
live without either understanding the doctrines, 
or practising the precepts of Scripture. —Milner 
Joseph and Isaac, Ch. Hist. Cent. xiii. Chap. 6. 
Statements, equally mendacious, emanating from 
one and the same Father of lies, have found 
their way through the length and breadth of the 
land; so that the surprise is overwhelming of 
every serious and contemplative convert from 
error to truth, on discovering the boldness of 
the fraud, and the extent to which he has been 
deluded. 

The subjects treated in the following pages 
are the Five Dolorous or Sorrowful Mysteries, 
which constitute the second Chaplet, or division 
of the Rosary of Our Blessed Lady;—in other 
words, the Passion of Jesus! This it is, that 
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Few Catholic devotions have been more mis- 
represented or ridiculed, by Protestants, than the 
Mysteries of the Rosary. The favourite Church 
History of evangelical Anglicans ventures to 
describe them, “As the spirit of bondage and 
miserable superstition,—the religion of the lips, 
--а self-righteous drudgery of so much devo- 
tional work with a view to purchase the remission 
of sins, and to ease the conscience of men,—who 
live without either understanding the doctrines, 
or practising the precepts of Scripture.’’—Milner 
Joseph and Isaac, Ch. Hist. Cent. xiii. Chap. 6. 
Statements, equally mendacious, emanating from 
one and the same Father of lies, have found 
their way through the length and breadth of the 
land; so that the surprise is overwhelming of 
every sérious and contemplative convert from 
error to truth, on discovering the boldness of 
the fraud, and the extent to which he has been 
deluded. 

The subjects treated in the following pages 
are the Five Dolorous or Sorrowful Mysteries, 
which constitute the second Chaplet, or division 
of the Rosary of Our Blessed Lady;—in other 
words, the Passion of Jesus! This it is, that 
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forms the centre and soul of what the Church 
inculeates on earth, and which will, beyond all 
doubt, be the theme of her praises throughout 
eternity. The sufferings of an Incarnate Sa- 
viour are amongst those things, which even ** the 
Angels desire to look upon:’’ 1 St. Peter, і. 12. 
Nor can they be otherwise than the principal | 
solace to many, who, in а day of religious trial 
and excitement, have been enabled to sacrifiee 
the dearest affections of life before the altar of 
Almighty God. No other arm has guided them, 
than That which was nailed to the Cross for all 
His faithful followers: no other Side can afford 
them shelter, than That which was pierced! 
* Blessed are they who wash their robes in the 
Blood of the Lamb: that they may have a right 
to the Tree of Life, and may enter in by the 
gates into the city! The gates of Jerusalem 
shall be built of sapphire and of emerald, and all 
the walls thereof round about of precious stones. 
All its streets shall be paved with white and clear 
stones: and Alleluia shall be sung in its streets. 
Blessed be the Lord, who hath exalted it, and 
may He reign over it for ever and ever. Amen.” 
Apocal. xxii. 14. Tobias xiii. 21—3. 

Chester Hill House, Woodchester: 

Passion Sunday, 1852. 
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First шті Alystery. 


GETHSEMANE! 


бош, of a sinner,—turn aside with me, 

To walk awhile in sad Gethsemane! 

Shut out the world,—let every care depart, 
Bring nothing with thee, but a humble heart : 
Wash in the wave of Cedron,—as it flows, 

Just cross'd by Him,—who has endur'd thy woes: 
For see yon garden, with the dew-drops wet 
That paradise of penance,—Olivet !— 

There hath the Man of Sorrows enter’d now 
With the calm victim's sign upon His brow. 
That hour is come which none but He could bear, 
Wrapt in His crimson agony of prayer :— 
Nature may sink through sadness into sleep, 
But love at least shall watch,—and wail,—and 


weep | 
2 


14 


FIRST SORROWFUL MYSTERY. 


THE GARDEN. 


There was an Eden once on earth 
Beyond conception fair,— 

Where mortal Beauty had her birth 
Ere sin had enter’d there. 


What flowers perfum’d the balmy gale 
All bursting into bloom: 

What fruits enrich’d the happy vale 
Of cool, but grateful gloom! 


There our first parents cloth’d in grace 
The velvet verdure trod, 

And lov’d in all they saw, to trace 
The vestiges of God! 


Oh! life divine,—when Day retir'd 
And clos'd her golden eye;— 

And genial Evening gently бга 
The curtains of the sky:— 


'FIRST SORROWFUL MYSTERY. 15 


Then would the Voice, that made them all, 
Flow downward from His throne ;— 
And sweetly on His creatures call, 
To walk with Him alonel— : 


Holy communion !—matchless joy! 
How freely was it given; 

That Bath of bliss, without alloy, 
An antipast of Heaven! 


Woe to the hour, that shed its shade 
O’er such a glorious scene,— 

And soon,—too soon,—in ruins laid, 
‘That which had perfect been! 


From Eden to Gethsemane,— | 
With tender tears we turn: 
Our dear Redeemer there to see, 


And there rejoice апа mourn! 
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FIRST SORROWFUL MYSTERY. 


PRAYER. 


Oh! for a flame of fire 
To burn each sin away; 
And cleanse my soul from vain desire 


In drawing near to pray. 


Jesus! to Thee we look: 
Jesus! on Thee we call: 
Jesus! extend Thy gentle crook, 


To save us, when we fall. 


A sheep by nature lost,— 
An outcast here am I: 

But Thou hast paid the dreadful cost 
And wilt not pass me by ! 


Prayer is of faith the breath,— 
It leads me, Lord, to Thee: 
Thy death has been the death of Death, 

And Thou hast died for me. 
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Nor wouldst Thou Calvary climb 
To tread the serpent down,— 
Till yonder Garden with its crime 

Had first prepar'd Thy crown! 


Sweet Saviour ! on the ground 
That face laid low in dust ! 

In seas of sorrow drench’d and drown’d,— 
The Just for the unjust! 


Seed of the Woman—Thou! 
By all Thy prayers and sighs, 
To us, Thy lowly suppliants now 
Re-open Paradise! 
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FIRST SORROWFUL MYSTERY. 


SLEEPING DISCIPLES. 


* Watch with Me,—but a single hour 

The Tempter will exert his power," — 
Yon suffering Saviour said : 

The night was dark,—and every flower 
Had hung her head. 


And there the three disciples lay, 

Their Master having knelt to pray 
A stone's cast off remov'd ; 

His soul was heavy in dismay 
For those He lov'd! 


Theirs’ too awhile in sadness wept,— 
Till, from the weight of woe, they slept 
In slumber strange and drear : 

For dullness o’er their senses crept 
Mingled with fear! 


FIRST SORROWFUL MYSTERY. 19 


Oh Lord! alas, how oft have I, 
Lost in a lazy lethargy,— 
Laid myself down ; 
Whilst from the arches of the sky 
Beam’d а bright crown ! 


That crown,—pledge of a Heavenly Home 

Reserv'd for those, —who overcome, 
Through flame and flood, — 

And walk with Christ beneath yon Dome, 
Wash'd in His Blood! 
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` FIRST SORROWFUL MYSTERY. 


A STRENGTHENING ANGEL. 


Around the Triune Lord above 
Unnumber’d legions stand ; 

And thousand thousand orbs of love 
Illume the heavenly land. 


Zone within zone, they bow and burn, 
And serve, and pray, and praise ; 

Or to yon sea of glass they turn, — 
Upon their God to gaze! 


Oh! mystic mirror,—as it gleams 
With Him reflected there ; 

The Infinite in all His Beams,— 
The Fairest of the Fair! 


Yet was that face once marr'd for me, 
Once mock’d with cruel scorn,— 

Once mark’d with matchless misery 
And piere’d with many a thorn! 


FIRST SORROWFUL MYSTERY. 21 


Once too,—where yonder Olives wave, 
And Cedron’s waters ran,— 
His soul in crimson drops He gave 


A sacrifice for man! 


Then,—then the Seven Areh-seraphs drew 
Each his own flaming sword ;— 

And One on wings of wonder flew 
To sooth his suffering Lord! 


Hail Strengthening Angel, strengthen those 
Who now for succour call ;— 

To cast on Christ their weight of woes, 
And find Him All in All! 
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FIRST SORROWFUL MYSTERY. 


THE CHALICE. 


Man of Sorrows,—wrapt in grief, 
Bow thine ear to our relief: 

Thou for us the path hast trod 
Of the dreadful wrath of God: 
Thou the cup of fire hast drain’d 
Till its light alone remain’d: | 
Lamb of Lovel—we look to Thee, 
Hear our mournful litany! 


By the garden,—fraught with woe, 
Whither Thou full oft wouldst go: 
By Thine agony of prayer 

In the desolation there! 

By the chains of sleep, which bound 
Watchers in their trance profound; 
Lord!—behold our bended knee,— 
Listen to our litany! 


FIRST SORROWFUL MYSTERY. 23 


By the conflict foul and fell 

With the loosen’d fiends of hell: 

By the darkness of the hour 
Shadow’d with the tempter’s power: 
By the dire and deep distress 

Of that mystery fathomless ;— 
Lord! our tears in mercy see 
Mingling with our litany! 


By the vision then, which stole 
Looming o’er Thy spotless soul, 

Of the pride and guilt of man, 

Since his fall from grace began,— 
Seas of sin, with billowy waves, 
Yawning into countless graves ;— 
Lord! ourselves from shipwreck free, 


Hear our solemn litany! 


FIRST SORROWFUL MYSTERY. 


By the chalice, when it came 
Pregnant with a hell of flame: 

By those lips,—which fain would pray 
That it might but pass away: 

By the Heart, which drank it dry, 
Lest a rebel race should die;— 

Let Thy pity be our plea, 


Hear our solemn litany! 


Man of Sorrows!—let Thy grief 
Purchase for us our relief :— 
Lord of Mercy,—bow Thine ear, 
Slow to anger,—swift to hear: 
Let the garden Thou hast trod 
Draw us to the throne of God; 
So Gethsemane shall be 

Sweet in every litany! 


FIRST SORROWFUL MYSTERY. 25 


SUBMISSION. 


Father of all,—we fain would say, 
As did Thy holy Son,— 

In every hour of every day, 
Oh! let Thy will be done. 


In thought,—in word,—in deed,—in death, 
Things finish'd,—or begun, 

Let every transitory breath 
Whisper, —Thy will be done. 


In daily cares to thousands known, 
Or known perchance to none, — 

Let this request be heard alone, 
Oh! Lord, —Thy will be done. 


In sickness,—though some stroke unseen 
May oft the senses stun,— 

Let Grace suggestive intervene 
To tee will be done. 
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FIRST SORROWFUL MYSTERY. 


In health, —when in its full career 
The race of man is run,— 

Let Joy be taught by holy fear 
To pray—Thy will be done. 


Amidst the rocks and shoals of life 
Which few can ever shun,— 
Let Peace compose each spark of strife 
. And сгу--ТАу will be done. 


And when the Bow of Hope shall blend 
All colours into one, — 

Time in Eternity shall end 
With—Lord, Thy will be done. . 


For Thou in sad Gethsemane 
Hast told us through Thy Son, 

How dark soe'er the cloud may be 
To say—Thy will be done! 


FIRST SORROWFUL MYSTERY. 27 


BETRAYAL. 


Cold is the wind,—the scene is drear 
No ray of comfort can appear 
. For Him, who comforts all: 
Angels reluctant fold their plumes 
As the great foe his post assumes 
Upon the field to fall, 


Yet some brief triumph is at hand, 

Such as the serpent may command 
To bruise Immanuel’s heel; 

And through the centre of His heart 

Send, dipt in poison, many a dart 
He bitterly must feel. 


For lo! o’er Cedron’s shallow stream, 
See how those lurid torches gleam 

In fitful streaks of light: 
Weapons of war are glittering there,— 
The sword that knows not how to spare 


Either by day or night. 
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FIRST SORROWFUL MYSTERY. 


And one before the rest advances 

Just as a Demon, when he glances 
Upon some spotless prey: 

And clothes himself in gentle form, 

Lest, prescient of the coming storm, 


The prize should pass away. 


Oh! meek Redeemer,—dost Thou move 
To meet the traitor,—and reprove 
That execrable kiss? 
Yielding Thyself for sinful man, 
Whose life on earth is but a span,— 
Was ever love like this? 


Alas! for me,—the guilt is mine 

Whene'er against Thy will benign 
My treacherous heart hath stood: 

Mine are the lips that have betray'd, 


` Mine is the debt which must be paid 


With groans,—and tears, —and blood ! 


. FIRST SORROWFUL MYSTERY. 


MERCY AND POWER. 


Oh! Thou Eternal Lord! 

At whose almighty word 
Creation гове: 

Before whose final frown 

Nature shall lay her crown, 

In flaming ruins down 
Around Thy foes! 


Shalt Thou in lowly guise, 

Sovereign of earth and skies, 
Thy creatures see,— 

Hastening in armed bands 

To execute commands,— 

And lay unhallow’d hands 
On such as Thee? 


Low at Thy feet they fall 
In foul confusion all,— 
For Thou hast said, 
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FIRST SORROWFUL MYSTERY. 


“Whom seek ye?”—In dismay 

Not one can wend away, 

Or their vile purpose say,— 
They are as dead! 


Meanwhile at least one arm 


Inflicts its zealous harm 
Where Malchus reels; 
Whilst Power with Mercy blended, 
From heaven alone descended, 
The transient strife hath ended,— 
And Jesus heals! 


Heal me—Redeeming God! 

With Thine own precious Blood— 
Ocean of love! 

Let but one drop be mine 

Of that sweet Balm Divine,— 

I all on earth resign ` 


То soar above! 


FIRST SORROWFUL MYSTERY. 81 


EXPOSTULATION. 


Come, poor soul, with all thy sadness, 
In this garden seek relief: 

Here is One will give thee gladness 
In exchange for deepest grief;— 

Seiz’d by soldiers,—seiz'd for thee, 


From all sin to set thee free! 


Rudely now away they lead Him 
Down the mountain,—o’er the flood: 

None, alas! know how they need Him, 
All athirst to shed His Blood: 

Hasten then in deed and word 

To confess thy captive Lord ! 


s Loose, and let Him go!”—ye traitors 
Fall and worship at His feet: 
Will ye cease not to be haters 
Of an Innocence во sweet, — 
That in Him the Eye of Heaven 
Nothing sees to be forgiven? 
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FIRST SORROWFUL MYSTERY. 


Yet my God,—of all this number 


Fraught with malice, wrapt in rage, 


Does there one the earth encumber 
Or the care of Hell engage,— 
In demerit, more than me 


Watching in Gethsemane? 


Oh! let love my sorrow soften 
Mournful joy dry up my tears! 

I have sinn’d—alas—too often, 
But my Saviour now appears! 

His arrest my heart shall hold 

In the pastures of His fold ! 


Hail! thou talismanic Garden, 
With thy mysteries of grace :— 

Wrath endur'd to purchase pardon 
For an outcast rebel race! 

Victim steep'd in human woe 


Never from Thee let me go! 
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THE DEPARTURE! 


Oh Garden of God! where the Saviour of souls 
Undid what the devil had done: 

While Time in his tide towards Eternity rolls, 

Thy praise shall expand thro’ the earth to its poles 
The result of this victory won! 


Oh Garden of Penance! that Heart has been there 
Weigh’d down with our burden of guilt; 

A load overwhelming for Nature to bear,— 

A chalice brim-full of the dregs of despair, 
If Jesus His blood had not spilt ! 


Oh Garden of Agony—known and unknown! 
Enchanted,—mysterious—ground ! 

No banner was rais’d, and no trumpet was blown, 

When the hopes of all hell were at once overthrown, 
Not again to be sought for, or found! 
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Oh Garden of Love! let the Lamb of Mount Sion 
Look back, as they lead Him away:— 

For in vain shall the dark and demoniac lion - 

Now roar at the Cross the Redeemer must die on 


To woo the whole world to His sway. 


Oh Garden of Ages! from Paradise seen, 
When the beauty of Eden was riven; 
And the whisper of Promise, in accents serene, 
Like a note of far music the tempests between, 
Could be heard from the threshold of Heaven! 


Sweet Garden of Gardens! no olives, like thine, 
Can speak of the comforts of peace: 
Thy soil is all holy,—its air is divine,— 
And the wings of the Cherubim love to enshrine 
That spot where earth’s sunbeams may seem to 
decline, 


But whose holiness never can cease! 
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a, 


THE FLAGELLATION. 


Soul of a sinner,—Child of guilt and shame, 
Now let another sight thy heart inflame! 

Draw near yon Pillar,—see the lictors there 
With arms uplifted, —merciless and bare. 

See the sweet Victim in His love reveal'd, 

By whose rich stripes alone our souls are heal'd: 
Wrapt in His purple of descending gore, 

He yields Him to the smiters more and more! 
Dread Flagellation!— shall its tortures tell 

In vain,—how we should have the doom of hell, — 
Had not for us the Word Incarnate trod 

The doleful winepress of the Wrath of God! 
Hail, Thou Rejected Lamb! in all Thy woe; 
Let the hot tears of deep contrition flow: 

Till sin, and self, —and sense, —be all abhorr'd, 


Lost in the wounds of our once suffering Lord! 
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SECOND SORROWFUL MYSTERY, 


THE COLUMN. 


Amidst the wilderness of life, 
Along its bitter stream 

I laid me down, all sick of strife, 
And had this solemn dream. 


Methought a mighty angel flew 
In triumph through the air, 
And loud an awful trumpet blew 

Which fill’d me with despair. 


Drawn by a force unseen—unknown, 
Joy,—hope,—and safety gone, 
I stood before a flaming throne 


And One who sat thereon! 


His Eye,—it melted me like fire, 
His hand a weapon wav'd, 

His lips were opening as in ire, 
Апа wrath His footstool lav'd. 
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I saw its billows rise and swell 
Until they roll’d to me :— 
My soul upon the verge of hell 

And sinking in its sea ! 


* Scourge—scourge that rebel,”—cried a Voice 
Which thrill’d from ear to ear, 

And then I heard the fiends rejoice 
That they had me to tear! 


Some seiz’d and bound me where I stood, 
Some toss’d their thongs on high,— 
Some dipp’d them in the lava flood 
Of liquid misery!— 


When lo! there came a Heavenly Form 
Like to the sons of men, — 
Rob'd in the Rainbow of the storm, 


With mercy in His ken. 
4 
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SECOND SORROWFUL MYSTERY. 


* Unbind that soul,” He mildly said, 
* Set the sad sinner free— 

** Myself will suffer in his stead, 
* Whate'er the sentence be.” 


Wonder of wonders,—while He spake 
I saw the billows change | 
Into the calmness of a lake,— 


A mirror new and strange! 


For as I gaz'd, the magic glass 
Became alive with mind,— 
Where all my sing were seen to pass 


Before me in their kind ! 


Conscience each deep recess unveil’d, 
And ceaseless secret caves 

Gave up such ghosts, that Memory quail’d 
At her forgotten graves! 


SECOND SORROWFUL MYSTERY. 99. 


Alas! what penances сап pay 
The debt these sights reveal? 
But as I sigh’d,—He seemed to say, 
“ My stripes alone may heal : 


* Yet must thou suffer too—and take 
“ Thy share in its degree, — 
** That fellowship in pain to make 


<“ Whose merit flows from те!” 
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SECOND SORROWFUL MYSTERY, 


THE THONGS. 


Bind me, oh! Thou Blessed Saviour 
As they bound Thee o’er and o’er,— 
Matchless in Thy meek behaviour, 
To the Pillar red with gore: 
Bind me, Lord, to all Thy will— 


Weeping,—sorrowing,—suffering still. 


Let no love but Thine engage me, 
Let Obedience hold me fast: 

Let no wrath of man enrage me, 
Welcome be its bitterest blast: 

Only bind me, Lord, to Thee 


For a sweet eternity ! 
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Hast Thou said, Thy yoke is tender, 
And its burden softly light? 
Let me then all homage render 
Heart, and soul, and sense, and sight : 
Bind each thought, and word, and deed 


From Thee never to recede. 


For they bound Thy hands who bought Thee 
As the Victim scourg’d for man ;— 

Hands divine, which oft have sought me 
When far off from grace I ran : 

Hold me now,—and hold me fast, 

Lest I fall away at last. 
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SECOND SORROWFUL MYSTERY. 


THE LICTORS. 


Jesus, my Lord and God,— 
My Saviour and my all; 

Whose Father laid on Thee the rod 
Which ought on us to fall: 


‚ Draw—draw each thought away 


From self, — and sin, — and ease ; 
That I may serve Thee night and day 
Whom Heaven it 1з to please. 


Did not the Lictors raise 
Their vengeful arms on high ? 

Did not Thy matchless Mother gaze, — 
Virgin of Misery ! 


Did not those strokes resound 
Until the earth blush’d red, — 

As streams of purpling blood around 
Descended on her bed ? 
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Oh! Love divine—intense, 
Beyond the thought of man! 

Seraphic—arch-angelic sense 
The wonder scarce can scan ! 


Then let me prostrate fall 
In dust and ashes prone ; 

Till death my mourning soul shall call 
To stand before His throne! 


43 


44 


SECOND SORROWFUL MYSTERY. 


OVIS VAGRANS! 


Away from God—away from God 
My sinful soul had stray’d; 

Nor shepherd’s crook, nor father’s rod 
These vagrant feet delay'd. 


The flowers of life, —the flowers of life 
Were gather'd as I ran ; 
Through scenes with all temptations rife 


To ruin helpless man ! 


The sands of time—the sands of time 
Had wasted fast away ; 

And youthful years of precious prime, 
Оһ! where — oh! where were they? 


Then, then uprose,—then, then uprose 
A. sense of inward shame, — 

An opening wound, that would not close, 
With pangs one could not name, 
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A voice of woe,—a voice of woe 
Had whisper’d from within, 

That joys were false in things below, 
For they were steep’d in sin. 


“And what am I ?—and what am І?" 
My soul in sorrow cried : 
“ А child of guilt,"— was the reply, 


* For whom the Saviour died !” 


* Behold Him there—behold Him there ;" 
And at the word I turn’d,— 
Low at His feet to cast my care 


Where Love Incurnate burn'd ! 


No love like Thine, —Thou Lord divine, 
This earth hath ever blest : 

From Thee my heart shall never part, 
Му Refuge—and my Кезі! 
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AFFLICTION. 
Mal. Ш. 3. 
Refiner of this fallen heart, 
Uphold me thro’ the fire:— 
Nor from its furnace e’er depart 
Till in Thee I expire! 
Till in Thee—I expire, — 
At length in heaven to shine, 
And wear before Thy glorious Sire 
No likeness—Lord—but Thine! 


Sweet Saviour l—let Thy precious Blood 
My fainting soul renew: 

Rich drops let fall from that dear flood 
In secret,—like the dew: 

In secret—like the dew,— 
Results of boundless love, 

To make me holy—pure—and true, 
And fit for worlds above! 
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THE RED ROBE. 
Isaias lxili. 


The Winepress—the Winepress, 
The voice is from God: 
The floor of His fury 
Is now to be trod ! 
The sins of all nations 
Are full to o’erflowing,— 
And the blast of His anger 


From heaven is blowing ! 


The Thunder—the Thunder, 
A firmament burns! 

All Nature in wonder 
To trembling turns. 

Fork’d flashes of lightning 
Ilumine the skies, 

As the universe brightening 


In agony dies! 
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The Angels—the Angels 
They ride on the storm, 

And their Maker’s commandments 
Prepare to perform : 

To punish the guilty,— 
To utter the Ban, 

And empty their vials 


Of vengeance on man! 


The Victim!—the Victim ! 
Behold He is here: 

He looks on the tempest,— 
Its clouds disappear! 

In the Red Robe of Scourging 
Triumphant he stands, — 

And blots out the sentence 
With Blood on His hands! 
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Roll backward—roll backward, 
Thou ocean of ire! 

Ye bolts of bright vengeance, 
In silence expire! 

One drop of this Purple 
Which Jesus has spilt, 

Has ransom’d His people, 
And paid for their guilt. 
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THE SUFFERER! 


Who—who is He who yonder goes 
Fairer than all beside— 

To meet the multitude of foes 
Which none could else abide? 


His visage—oh! how sadly marr’d, 
Those eyes—how full of tears : 

That frame of man,—how torn and scarr'd, 
In which the God appears! 


Hail Sufferer—Hail!—for every wound 
Which Sin, —not Thine—hath made; 
There glows a radiant glory round 
Of rays that never fade! 


Oh! let me suffer too,—to feel 
That scourg'd and scorn'd as Thine, 
My heart, —which Thou hast died to heal, 
May in Thine image shine! | 
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As the sweet Bird, who plants a thorn 
The centre of her nest,— / 

And pours her melody forlorn ` 
Forth from a bleeding breast: 


So the lone soul shall sit and sing 
The sweeter for her pain; 

One in the sufferings of her King 
The source of all her gain! 
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THE DIVINE LOVER! 


In heaven ten thousand cherubs burn'd 
A glorious throne around,— 

And thousand thousand lyres return’d 
The echoing sea of sound. 


The pillars mov’d,—the pavement glow’d 
With irises of flowers,— 

For God a look of love bestow'd 
On all the angelic powers. 


They sang,—they prais’d,—they prostrate fell, 
And furl’d their plumes of snow; 

While streams of light made visible 
Flash'd brightly to and fro. 


* Jesus for man shall die,"—.—exclaim'd 
A voice of joy benign, — 
And Spirits, when they heard it, —flam'd 
With ecstasy divine! 
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Deep Mystery! Incarnate Lord! 
Art Thou the More than man? 
By hosts of Seraphim ador’d 
Before the worlds began! 


Re) ected, —scorn'd, —uncloth'd, —and scourg'd, 
The sport of ruthless rage, 
For those, who their own fetters forg'd, 


And sinn'd from age to age. 


Oh! grace untold, —the grave of guilt, 
Unparallel’d abyss: 

My God for me His blood hath spilt,— | 
Was ever love like this? 
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CONTRITION. 


My God,—by Thine all-searching eye 
How faulty am I found; 

Imbued with stains of deepest dye, 
In chains of darkness bound! 


If up to an eternal throne 
Of judgment I should look, — 
How dare my soul her sins disown, 
Engraven in Thy Book! 


There the Recording Angel stands, 
Nor yet his task resigns,— 

And shews, with lightning in his inda; 
The lamentable lines ! 


Yet is there, Lord, no grace for me, 
The bolts of wrath to stay? 

Oh! turn my heart in faith to Thoe 
And take my sins away. 
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Let the sweet drops of love that fell 
From Him, once scourg’d,—to save; 

Thy flames of righteous anger quell,— 
And snatch me from the grave. 


So let me live Thy name to praise 
On this terrestrial shore; 
So let me die, — that hymn to raise 


Where suns go down no more! 
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THE SILENCE. 
Non aperuit os suum.—Isaias ШІ. 7. 
There reigns above, —the King of Kings, 
Once cloth'd for us in shame, 
Whose every stripe salvation brings 


To those who love His name. 


In silence He those stripes endur'd, - 
Nor turn'd Him from the pain, 
That we of murmuring might be cur'd 


As followers in His train. 


Why should we fear to plant our feet 
Exactly where He trod? 

Why is not tribulation sweet, 
Which brings us near to God? 


That gum, which gives the best perfume, 
Is bruis'd with nicest care; 
That tree, which yields the richest bloom, 


The knife must never spare! 
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Lord! let us then in every hour 
Ourselves to Thee resign,— 

In storm,—or sunshine,—shade,—or shower, 
Each will absorb’d in Thine, 


That Pillar,—where Thy hands were bound 
From pride shall set us free; 

Whilst faith in every precious wound 
The death of self shall see! 
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THE CROWN OF THORNS! 


Soul of a sinner,—subject to a Lord | 

For thee once mock’d—and crown’d—and yet 
abhorr'd; | | 

Come to this Coronation:—lo! the scorn 

With which they weave His diadem of thorn] 

Eye the vile splendour of that scarlet robe 

Vesting the veil'd Creator of the globe! 

Hear the rude jest, —behold the bended knee, 

The mirth infernal, —and the homage see: 

That Hand,—once reach'd to each one in his need, 

Now spurn'd by all, —and sceptred with a reed: 

That Brow of majesty, and might divine, 

A throne of woe,—with love in every line! 

Here let me linger through life’s pensive day, 

Till this poor heart in tears shall melt away; 

And death approach with liberation sweet 

To let me fall,—and worship at His feet ! 
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THE REJECTED LAMB! - 


Amazement! Amazement! 
The heavens are cleaving, 
And legions of seraphs 
Their circles are leaving:. 
To gaze at the wonder | 
That Jesus should die, : 
And hold back the thunder 
Impatient to fly! 


The Soldiers! The Soldiers! 
They pounce on their prey: 
And loud in lewd triumph 
Conduct Him away ! 
A. hell of confusion 
Breaks forth more and more; 
And the mists of illusion 
All darken its roar! 
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The Chaplet! The Chaplet! 
They weave it of thorn,— 

Then point it with malice 
And bathe it in scorn: 

Oh! fearful Tiara,— 
It pierces the brain: 

But they mock at the Wearer 
And smite Him again! 


The Sceptre! The Sceptre! 
That reed in His hand: 
It trembles in silence, — 
Frail sign of command! 
And lo! how they offer, 
As if to their Lord,— 
The prayer of the всойег 
By angels abhorr'd! 
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The Scarlet! The Scarlet! 
That vestment of shame: 
The type of atonement 
For sinners to claim! 
Drop down, oh! ye mountains ! 
The Saviour appears: 
Flow freely ye fountains ! 
In rivers of tears ! 


Redeemer! Redeemer ! 
Ineffable Love! 

Thy Cross is the streamer 

` That floats from above. 

The Jews may reject Thee, 
Their Holy I AM! 

But saints all expect Thee, 
Thou suffering Lamb! 
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SONG OF THE SERAPHS. 
Apocal. xix. I2. | 
Crown Him with many crowns, 
The Lamb upon His throne: 
Hark how the heavenly anthem drowns 
‘All music but its own! 
Awake my soul,—and sing 
Of Him who died for thee; 
And hail Him es thy matchless King 
Through all Eternity ! 


Crown Him the Virgin’s Son! 

The God Incarnate born,— | 
Whose arm those crimson trophies won 
Which now His Brow adorn ! 

Fruit of the Mystic Rose 
As of that Rose the Stem: | 

The Root, whence Mercy ever flows, 
The Babe of Bethlehem ! | 
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Crown Him the Lord of Love! 
Behold His Hands and Side,— 
Rich wounds, yet visible above 
In beauty glorified: 
No angel in the sky 
Can fully bear that sight, 
But downward bends his burning eye 
At mysteries so bright ! 


Crown Him the Lord of Peace! 
. Whose power a sceptre sways 
` From pole to pole, that wars may cease 
Absorb’d in prayer and praise: 
His reign shall know no end, 
And round His pierced feet | 
Fair flowers of Paradise extend 


Their fragrance ever sweet. 
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Crown Him the Lord of Years! 
The Potentate of Time — . | 
Creator of the rolling spheres, 
Ineffably sublime! | 
Glass'd in a sea of light, ` 
Whose everlasting waves 
Reflect His Form,—the Infinite ! 
"Who lives, —and loves,— and saves. 


Crown Him the Lord of Heaven! 
One with the Father known, — 
And the Blest Spirit through Him given 


From yonder triune Throne! 


All Hail! Redeemer, —Hail ! 


For Thou hast died for me: 
Thy praise shall never, never fail 
Throughout Eternity ! 
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INCENSE. 
Apocal. vili, 3—4. 


Wave the sweet censer —wave 
To Him who came to save 
The soul of many— ' .. 
Enduring in our stead 
On His own precious Head 
Sin’s dreadful ban! 
Wave the sweet censer,—wave it high, 
For He is here,—who deign'd to die! 


Lord! let each mystic cloud 
Thine Holy Altar shroud 
In fragrance fair,— 
By Thy supernal power 
Made in this solemn hour 
Pregnant with prayer: 
Oh! may that prayer ascend to Thee, 
Incarnate,—glorious,—Deity ! 
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Wave the sweet censer,—wave ! 
For God that odour gave 
Emblem of love,— 
Offspring of sacred fire | 
In every fleecy spire, — 
Mounting above, 
Up to that Throne, —where seraphs burn 


And downward gaze in sweet return ! 


Rise,—rise,—for ever rise! 
Smoke of the Sacrifice, 
All space inflame:— 
Heaven! Heaven! with all thy Hosts! 
Earth! Earth! through all thy coasts, 
Worship His name: 
Whose love to sinners none can tell, 


Jesus !— ће Word,—Emmanuel ! 
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ECCE HOMO! 


Behold the Man! who wore | 
A crown of thorns for me: 
And in His sacred person bore 
Our sins upon the Tree. 
Our sins upon the Tree: : 
Thus full of honour made; 
Through Him, whose love beyond degree 
Our ransom paid! 


Behold the Man! who gave 
That matchless—peerless—price, 

Which souls from death alone could save, 
Himself the Sacrifice ! 

Himself the Sacrifice, — 
Spotless,—without a stain ! 

No more Temptation shall entice,— 


Thou Lamb once slain ! 
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Behold the Мап! who saw 
From His eternal throne 
The ruins of a broken law,— 

Those ruins not His own ! 
Those ruins not His own,— 

Yet as He saw, He sigh'd; 
And God for sinners to atone 

Came down and died ! 


Behold the Man! who now 
Whilst angels prostrate fall, 
Uplifts His everlasting Brow,— 

As saints to seraphs call: 
As saints to seraphs call,— 

And sweep their lyres of flame, 
Till the full chorus swells o’er all 


With Jesu’s name! 
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SUFFERING WITH CHRIST. 


Oh! Nature now thy voice in vain 
For soft indulgence pleads; 

The path of penance and of pain 
At once to Jesus leads, 


His Spouse,—the Church, her duty knows 
Nor e’er that duty fears: | 

She fain would follow, where He goes,— 
Along this vale of tears! 


To flinch,—or fail,—or faint, she scorns 
In sunshine, or in showers: 

If He for her was crown’d with thorns, 
She will not walk on flowers! 
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Her children, they shall glory too 
In vigils, alms, and prayers; 

And trust in Him to see them through 
Who all their sorrow shares. 


As the sweet Bird of Beauty fair 
Will wave her wings on high, 

Nor deem their burden hard to bear 
Which wafts her thro’ the sky: 


So the meek soul will always love 
That yoke by Jesus given,— 

Which lifts her towards the realms above 
To find her home in heaven! 
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THE DREAM. 
| St. Май. xxvii. 19. БЕР 

Oh ! touch not, thou, that holy Head,- 

The wife of Pilate cried: | 
Full is my heart with fear and dread 

As though a friend hed died,—— 
Or was about to die,——instead - 

Of some one else beside:— 
Spare then that Just One, —let Him go! 
The whispering spirits tell me so! 


Mysterious dream ! I saw a fire 
All boundless in its blaze,— 

Raging in red omnivorous ire, 
. And scorching in its rays : 

It lick’d the heavens with many а spire 
Nor could I bear to gaze: 

‚ The clouds together seem'd to roll 

And wither, like a parchment scroll. 
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Hosts upon hosts assay'd in vain 
The ruthless flames to quell : 
Each mountain, city, tower, and plain 
Subsided in the hell : | 
Ten thousand sounds of woe and pain 
Blended into a yell, — | 
Such as hath struck no mortal ear 
But mine, —in this last night of fear ! 


The rocks were rent: the welkin rang; 
When lo! as from a throne, 

While souls in secret sorrow sang, 
A Lamb came forth alone:— 

Its look was love: It hush'd the clang 
Of earth's tremendous groan ;— 

Then mounting on the awful pyre, 

Pierc'd its own heart,—and quench'd the fire f 
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And as It died,—Its closing eyes 
With tears most piteous ran : 


Its face beneath the frowning skies | 


Wax'd wonderfully wan ;— 
Then chang’d,—and in amazing guise 
An aspect wore of man! 
A Man divine,—and more than fair, 
Too like the mystic Prisoner there! 
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THE CROWN OF THORNS. 


From circlets starr’d with many а gem 
And set in rich array; 
I turn me to a Diadem— 
Dearer than they. 


Dread Crown of Thorns! which Jesus wore, 
Pledge of His dying love! 
When clouds arise, and tempests roar,— 
Shine from above, 


Let the sharp points that pierc'd His Brow, 
Transpierce this faithless breast; 
That thought, апа will, and wish, and vow 
In Christ may rest] 


Oh! Wreath of agony untold 
With woe on every spine,— 
The hearts of weeping sinners hold, 


And soften mine. 


. THIRD SORROWFUL MYSTERY. 


ATONEMENT. 


The sins of sense to all are known, 
For all can see or hear: 
But to the Eye of God alone 
The thoughts of men appear: 
He looks upon the world within,— 
Those chambers fraught with secret sin! 


There,—where imaginations reign 
And fitful come or go,— 
To ply the net-work of the brain 
Or wave it to and fro; 
The Great Omniscient marks the mind, 
And shadows leave their trace behind ! 
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Hence what a load of guilt must rise 
Before the astonish’d soul,— 

When death withdraws that thin disguise 
Which hides the accusing scroll; 

That scroll, like a recording glass,— - 

From which the spectres never pass. 


Oh! what atonement could be made 
For guiltiness like this ? 
Or who such ransom could have paid 


` To save from the abyss? | 


See there a Victim, nature scorns,— 
The Head of Jesus crown'd with thorns! 


Transcendent Brow,—of power benign, 
Thus pierc'd with woe and pain, 


‘Look down in majesty divine,— 


Nor let that look be vain : 
From henceforth every thought shall be 
Through grace, an offering, Lord, to Thee! 
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PONTIUS PILATE. 


In all the pomp of purple pride 
The Roman Preetor stood : 

And for a vase of water cried 
To wash his hands from Blood ! 


Oh! vain attempt! absurd pretence! 

^ The passing tide of time 

Too soon will bear thee, Pilate, hence, 
A monster, steep’d in crime! 


Couldst thou but know what thou hast done 
And what thou yet wilt do,— 
Before the presence of the sun 


For pardon thou wouldst sue! 
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And sue to Him,—that prisoner bound 
A captive at thy feet; 

Thine own Creator lowly found 
Before thy judgment seat. 


Amazing: Mystery ! past all ken: 
All thought transcending far: 
The Judge of angels and of men. 

Judg’d at a human bar! 


Dear Lord! I fain would wash my hands 
From sin, and self, and dross; . . 

And meditate, where Mary stands, 
On Thy redeeming Cross ! 


There sprang the precious Fount of Life 
Celestial and serene:— = «A 

And there,—though guilt be strong and rife, 
A sinner may be clean. 
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THE HEART OF JESUS. 


Holy of Holies! seat of love,— 

Where broods the Everlasting Dove 
In mystic might : 

Shed, —shed,—some ardours from above 
Of life and light ! 


Ark of Compassion ! on whose throne, 
Pure Pity listen'd to the moan 
Of sinful man, — 
Nor said, The fault was all his own,— 
But downward тап! 


Palace of Power! in glorious charm, 

Thence issued that Almighty Arm, 
Potent to save,— 

Burying the Serpent’s hellish harm 


In Calvary's grave! 
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Chamber of Sweetness! whose perfume 
In heaven makes Paradise to bloom 
O’er plain and hill,— 
And through this vale of tears and gloom 
Smells sweeter still ! 


Altar of Patience! wreath'd with thorns 
Where foolish Nature meanly scorns 

To bow the knee,— 
Dear be the crimson that adorns 


Thine Agony! 


Shrine of Atonement! Mount of fire, 

Where wrath and punishment expire 
In blissful blaze; 

And every Virtue sweeps her lyre 
With louder praise! 
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Home for the Soul! Let those opprest 
Here find their haven of true rest 
When storms increase,— 
Safe in the centre of that Breast 
: Where all is Peace! - 


Dear Heart of Jesus! deep profound — 
Prostrate upon this sacred ground 
In holy prayer,— . | 
Saviour! wherever Thou art found, 
Let me be there! 
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THE WAY OF THE CROSS. 


Soul of a Sinner,—here without a home, 

Art thou a pilgrim for the world to come? 

See, then, thy Great Exemplar on His way 

A path of dolours,—cloth’d in red array ! 

The sight of Calvary His heart inspires, 

And lights eternal love with ardent fires 

Lo! where His Holy Mother stands opprest, 

The sword of sorrow piercing through her breast ! 

See where the Cross,—that purchase of the 
Crown 

Weighs on His wounded frame, and sinks it 
down ! 

See were yon woman wipes His sacred face, 

And wins a likeness of the King of Grace! 
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Hear where the daughters of sad Salem wail, 

While Siloa’s brook sighs softly through the 
vale; 

These with sweet sympathy dissolv'd in fears, — 

That to be shortly swollen with their tears ! 

Lord! let each eye o’erflow with contrite grief, 

And in the road to Calvary, seek relief ! 
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BARABBAS. 


“Away—away!” with frantic cries | 
The welkin rings around : 
“ Barabbas! let Him be our prize, 
* Jesus, the Son of David dies,— 
* For Calvary He is bound !” 


\ 


So saying, from the judgment-hall 
A headlong torrent pour’d : 

The Jewish rabble,—one and all, 

Each from his house, or street, or stall, 
Vengeance on Christ implor'd. 


But yet there were а favour'd few : 
For on a hill, from far, 
Some followers to their Saviour true, 
Thence took their last апа pensive view, 
And watch’d Him, like a Star! 
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Whilst others,—women sweet were they, 
` Lamented and bewail'd ; 

Nor fear'd to tread His toilsome way, 

Their lingering homage still to pay, 


For love o'er life preveil'd. 


And one there was, —beyond the rest, 
His Mother pure and fair, — 

Just as the moon will oft invest 

In fleecy clouds her crescent breast, 
To hide its beauty there. 


She felt the crowd! she heard its noise, 
She counted o'er the loss : 

Aside she lays maternal joys,— 

One thought alone her soul employs, 
She gazes on the cross ! 


There let me fasten too my gaze, 
And weep as I behold, — 

The goal of Golgotha shall raise 

A frozen heart to warmest praise 


For tenderness untold. 
8 
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` PROSPECTS OF CALVARY! 


Who,—who is this in red аттау! | 
Crown’d with yon ghastly crown 
Threading His melancholy way 
Till torments bear Him down? ` 


Clear on His soul the prospect gleams 
Of all that He shall save, - 

And bright the long procession seems 
Of saints beyond the grave! 


But also clear the numbers rise | 
Of those who shall be lost; 

Spurning the offer of the skies 
With what salvation cost. 


Their multitudes afflict His mind, 
Their groans His spirit rend : 
He sees them obstinately blind, | 


And' knows where it must end! - 
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He sees the never-dying worm 
Defeat His dearest toil, 

And twine around each writhing form 
With lamentable coil ! 


Divine compassion! deep and large, | 
Where all may taste who choose ; 

His love would every debt discharge,— 
He calls, but they refuse! 


This aggravates His dreadful load 
Of agony and pain: 

For them the sufferings of a God 
Shall be endur’d in vain! 
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MATER DOLORUM. 


Sovereign of Sorrows! oh what fears 
Deform thy face divine; 

Yet through those sighs, and through those tears 
What love benign! 


Thou, thou the Lamb of life hast borne 
Within thy spotless womb: 
Him—Him thou soon wilt have to mourn 

Laid in the tomb! 


Yet death itself may yield relief, 
When thou His rest shalt see; 
For who but thou couldst bear that grief, 
His agony !— 


Virgin of Virgins! thy pure feet 
The path of pain have trod; 
Thy heart went forth thy Son to meet, 
Mother of God ! 
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Along the way of woe He mov’d | 
His cross before thine eyes; 
And who could love, as thou hast lov'd, 
That Sacrifice! Е 


Upon thy breast He deign'd to lie, 
At once thy Child and Lord; — 

That breast in sacred prophecy, 
Ріеге4 with a sword. 


Fair was the fount from which He drew ^ 
As man His spotless frame: 

And thou the fullest mystery knew 
Of His dear Name! 


Was He not all in all to thee, 
When forth by Herod driven, 
He made the Holy Family 


On earth a heaven? 
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Or when, with Joseph, thou didst seek 
His steps in sad despair; 

To find Him in the Temple,—meek, 
A listener there? 


Or when at Nazareth He deign'd 
His parents to obey: 

When grace in every action reign'd, 
From day to day? 


Or coming up from Jordan's wave | 
When myriads knew Him then, — 
He show’d them that He came to save 


The sons of men! 


But now, thy chalice to the brim 
Hath fill'd with bitterness : 
Mary, canst thou surrender Him? 


Thou answerest— Yes |" 
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Sovereign of sorrows! softly lead 
Where thou wouldst have me go; 
No earthly pangs can e’er exceed 


Thy path of woe! 


PRESSURE OF THE CROSS. 


Shine on my soul, thou Lord of love, 
Changing all darkness into day ; 
Thy benediction from above 


Shall chase these tears away. 


The cruel burden of Thy cross | 
Thrice weigh’d Thee, precious Jesus, down; 
Oh! let me count all things but dross, 
Through Thee, to win my crown. 


Glorious Redeemer! didst Thou tread 
That path of dolorous woe for me? 

Then let me bow my wretched head 
Saluting Calvary !— | 
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Dear to my heart beyond all price 
Be what the Incarnate Word hath won: 

Our Father gave the Sacrifice,— 
ThatSacrifice His Son! 


Shine on my soul, thou Lord of Love, 
Changing all darkness into day : 
Thy Benediction from above 
Shall chase these tears away ' 


ST. VERONICA. 


In silent sadness, through the throng, 
His Cross the Saviour bore; 

While wretches, as He pass'd along, 
Insulted Him the more: 

. The cruel jest and ribald song 

Arose above the roar: 

Until in misery none can tell, 

Borne down, at last, the Victim fell! 
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So sadly sinks the stricken deer, 
Death bravely held at bay : 

The arrowy shower, the glancing spear 
Have pierc’d their prostrate prey ; 
And yet, though the dark goal be near, 

Life hath not ebb'd away :— 
Oh Jesus! didst Thou fall for me? 


But yonder woman,—Who is she? 


Alone, from out the furious crowd, 
With timorous step she came; 

Her purpose not a word avow'd, 
And fragile was Her frame: 

Yet towards her suffering Lord she bow’d, 
Devoted to His Name :— 

And with а cloth of lowly grace 

Wip’d and refresh'd His sacred face. 
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That cloth was pure as spotless snow, 
And cool, and soft, and dry : 

But when withdrawn, there flash'd a glow 
Like lightning from the sky,— 

And features, such as angels know, 
Form'd a sweet Effigy : 

Her ardent love the Lord had blest ; 

His portrait there remain'd imprest! 


There were the Eyes divine, that wept 
For sorrows not their own ;— 

The Brow of care, that never slept 
Till Satan was o'erthrown; 

A visage marr'd,—though still it kept 
Its majesty alone :— 

The Form of God in man was there, 

Matchless in mien, —sublimely fair! 
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And round about the temples Pad 
А sanguinary crown— 

Of thorns, —from. which the red R gush’d, 
In trickling streamlets down : 

While Power the storm of anguish hush’d, 
Unshadow'd by a frown: 

The lips were like two rubies broken— 


Parted,—as though they would have spoken! 


Image of Wonder,—let my soul | 
A passive mirror be— 

With not à wave of sin to roll 
On its unruffled sea ;— | 

And thus at peace from sole to bdlê 
Smile in reflecting Thee! 

For Thou the sweet memorial art 


Of Him,—who shall pessess my heart! 
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DAUGHTERS OF JERUSALEM. 
St. Luke xxiii. 28. 
Oh! Daughters of Salem ! 
Weep not for me, 
Weep not for me, — 
The legions of vengeance 
Come over the sea: 
Their eye shall not pity, 
Their hand shall not spare, 
And within the proud City 
Shall hell have her lair ! 


Oh! Daughters ot Salem ! 
Weep not for me, 

Weep not for me, — 
‘The walls of Mount Sion 
No longer are free: 
Fier trespasses thicken,— 

Her widows must wail; 
Жет virgins shall sicken, 
Her warriors quail } 
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Oh! Daughters of Salem ! 
Weep not for me, 
Weep not for me,— 

The fountains of Siloa 
Bitter shall be;— 

Flow darkly, ye waters, 
Yet tenderly flow: 

The tears of these daughters 
O'erwhelm me with woe! 


Oh! Daughters of Salem! 
Weep not for me, 
Weep not for me,— 

But far from the tempest 
In loneliness flee: 

Pale Judah shall languish, 
Her glory expire 

In billows of anguish, 

All burning with fire! 
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Oh! Daughters of Salem! 
Weep not for me, 
Weep not for me,— 
The hour is coming 
Mount Zion, for thee; 
When foemen thy towers 
Shall hurl to the ground, 
Nor Nature her flowers E 


May scatter around ! © 


The curse 18 upon thee, 
Then weep not for me— 
Then weep not for me 2 

Мо Blossom may blow a 
On the blasted tree! | 

Yet hadst thou the sentence 
But known in thy day,— 

Perchance thy repentance | 


Had wip'd it away ! 
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FOLLOWING CHRIST. 


I am the Way,—the Truth,—the Life, 
The gracious Saviour said; 

And they, who will endure the strife, 
Must follow Me, their Head! 


That strife is mortal until death 
With self,—and sin,—and sense: 

A conflict, lasting as the breath,— 
As deep, as dire, and dense! 


Oh Jesus!—warm this frigid heart 
With pure, celestial fire; 
ТШ from me Satan may depart 


And sin in me expire! 
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How often will this lukewarm breast 
Yet cold,—and colder grow? 

Like a poor bird’s forsaken nest, 
And full of wintry snow! 


Come down, dear Lord, in all Thy power, 
Diffuse Thy Spirit here; 

So shall each week, and day, and hour, 
Thy sacrifice appear. 


€ The path of sorrow saw 'I'hy feet 
Move on from stage to stage : 
And the same path with influence sweet 
Shall now my soul engage. 
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A VISION. 


"T'was in the moonlight as I lay 
In meditative rest, 
That suddenly the lunar ray 
Reveal’d a wondrous Guest: 
I started,—but He seem'd to say, 
He came at my request; 
And pointing with His finger, show’d 
Before mine eyes a rugged road. 


“How can I walk therein?’ I cried, 
' O'er thorns so thickly strown: 
There was no space on either side 
Except the sharpest stone; 
While the faint heart within me died 
And scarce supprest its groan: - 
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But yet that path, thus rough and strait, 


Led up to the Celestial Gate! 
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And as I look’d, and look’d again, 
He touch'd a flowing wound,— 
All open in His side of pain 
That throbb'd and throbb’d around ; 
Whence Blood and Water ran like rain 
Upon the thirsty ground: 
“Tf thou,’’said He, “wouldst reach that place, 
“Thy feet must now my footsteps trace!” 


So saying,—on the bitterest part 
He plac'd His feet divine; 

And where they trod, with nicest art 
Just there I planted mine:— 

At first уаз anguish,—yet the smart 
Soon seem’d almost benign! 

In following Christ, —His love composes 


All pain,—as though the thorns were roses! 
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FAITH ! 
St. Luke xvii. 5. 


Faith is the dawning of a day 
Where darkness was before ; 
The rising of a solar ray,— 


To set in night no more. 


Faith lights an eye within the soul, 
From earth to heaven that turns; 
And there, where wheels of glory roll, 

Admires,—adores,—and burns! 


Faith plants an ear, that hears the hymn, 
Of everlasting praise— | 

Which sainted souls, and seraphim 
In alleluias raise! | 


Faith yields a sense of life and love 
Upborne on wings of prayer; 
Swift as an eagle or a dove,— 


That cleaves the liquid air. 
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Faith gives a hand, that holds the heart 
Within the mystic veil, 

Fast by that Friend,—who will not part 
From those who will not fail. 


Faith feeds that fire whose holy flame 
Illuminates my road,— 

With all the glories of His name, 
Who deigns to be my God. 


Faith fans each phasis of the fight 
Which sin and self destroys; 
Christ changing weakness into might, 


And sorrows into joys. 


Faith leads me onward to the cross, 
And through it to a crown, — 

When purified from all the dross 
That weighs the spirit down. 
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Faith lifts the glass, which shows so well, 
In lines of weal and woe,— 

Those twofold worlds of heaven and hell 
Above me,—and below. 


Faith is the substance of my hope,— 
The evidence of things, 

Where angels fathom not the scope, 
But shade it with their wings! 


Faith is the prop on which we lean 
In darkness, or distress,— 

Far oftener felt, and known, than seen. 
Throughout this wilderness. 


Faith opens amidst wastes of sand 
A fountain fresh and fair,-— 
Whose waters, rising at command, 


Annihilate despair. 
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Faith is a compass never wrong, | 
Nor swerving from its pole: 

It cheers the weak; directs the strong; 
And gladdens every soul. 


Faith is the charm, that keeps our sight 
From wandering by the way: 

It studs with stars the brow of night, 
Or turns it into day! 


Faith is the Talisman of Power 
No force can ever break,— 

No beasts of prey can e’er devour, 
Nor sorcery ever shake! 


Faith is the gem without a flaw 
Deriv'd alone from God, — 

The ransom of His broken law, 
Bought with, апа bath'd in blood! 
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Faith is the Iris arching heaven, 
Though gathering clouds are round ; 
The token glad of guilt forgiven, 
Of bondage thus unbound. 


Faith takes her balances of gold, 
And weighs with skill sublime 

Eternal happiness untold,— 
Against the dream of time! 


Oh Lord! increase this grace in me 
That with each fleeting breath, 

I more and more may know ot Thee— 
And hail the hand of death. 


So Faith shall in fruition end 
And grace in glory cease,— 
Where Praise her powers can never spend 
' Nor aught disturb their peace. 
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CONTEMPLATION. 


As when the Moon has drawn away 
From earth her radiance fair,— 
Nor sheds a solitary ray 
Upon the darkness there: 
Unknown to man her glories glow, 
More cloudless, pure, and bright,— 
Turn’d sunward, from a world below, 
Upon the Fount of Light. 


So in seclusion from the noise 
Of sublunary scenes,— 

The soul her Saviour oft enjoys, 
When nothing intervenes: 

Her face is towards the glorious Sun, 
Earth is in shade beneath:— 

A Heaven of Heavens has now begun, 
Completed after death! 
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Li ifth ТШ Жай. 


THE CRUCIFIXION. 


Soul of a Sinner,—turn with me once more 
Upon a scene excelling all before: 

And as the mighty Moses, when he saw 

The Burning Bush with overwhelming awe, 
Put off his shoes, before the fire of God 
That‘he might worship on the sacred sod;— 
So thou from sin, and sense, and self set free, 
Ascend the Holy Hill of Calvary! 

Behold the Cross, in wreaths of sable furl'd, 
The atoning Altar of a guilty world: 

Look on thy Jesus, in His final hour, 

Til the look thrils thee with transforming 


power: 
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Hear His last words,—the prayer—the bitter cry 

That rends the Veil,--and rocks the earth and sky: 

Lo! how He bows,—when He resigns His breath, 

That Head,—which holds the crown of life and 
death: 

And now the spear hath pierc'd His rifted side, 

Whence flows for sinful man a double tide:— 

Oh! Glorious Cross!—the Tree of Love art Thou, 

To Thee I kneel, —beneath thy shade I bow: 

To Him,—whom thou didst lift from earth to 
heaven, | 


Be my whole heart in sweet affection given ] 
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CALVARY. 


Oh Calvary! Calvary! 
Mountain of Love! 
Lo! here is the Victim 
Who came from above! 
One—One with the Father 
Enthron'd in the sky: 
Yet now He had rather 
In agony die! 


| See—see as His Altar 
The Cross is display'd, 


And He, the great Sacrifice, 


On it is laid: 

The Sovereign of Nature 
Submits to His Sire, 
And God for the creature 
Can bear to expire! 
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Then lo! from that region 
Of horror the scene, — 
There issues a legion 
Of spirits unclean: 
They breathe on the nation 
That owns their control; 
And spread desolation 
With darkness of soul ! 


Some wield the dread hammer, 
` Some sharpen the nails; 
Some deepen the torture,— 
Where mercy prevails ! | 
Some fold the pavilion 
Of sable and woe,— 
Or shriek to the million 
Of fiends from below! — 
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The Universe trembles 
Aghast at the crime, 

All Nature resembles 
The Spectre of Time! 

The rocks rend asunder 
Beneath the dark skies,— 

And the soul of deep thunder 


Just murmurs, and dies! 


Haste—haste to the Temple, 
But Vengeance is there— 
With weeping and wailing 
And pangs of despair ! 
See—see the Veil shiver 
And shudder with pain, 
As God empties His quiver— 


And tears it in twain! 
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But Thou, dearest Saviour ! 
Hast said—“It is done; - 

The ransom is rendered,— 
The victory won ! 

Low—prostrate before Thee 
In spirit we fall— 

Thy Church shall adore Thee 
Her Lord and her АП! 


ANIMA CHRISTI! 


Soul of Jesus, —once for me 
Offer'd on the shameful Tree; . . 
Heal, —and make me, by that cure, 
Раге-аз Thou Thyself art pure; . 
Thou of life the Fountain fair, 


Draw me in,—and keep me there. 
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` Form of J esus,—one with God, 
Who the dreadful winepress trod : 
Man of Sorrow,~—drown’d in grief, 
Thou of sin the sole relief: 

Be Thy sacramental power 
Present at my dying hour! 


Blood of Jesus,—crimson sea, 
Glorious as Eternity ! 
Fathomless—alone— sublime, 
Boundless Bath of human crime: 

Me the leper, vile and mean, 

Plunge me there, and make me clean! 


Water—from that sacred side 

Of a God,—who groan'd and died, — | 
Blending with the purple gore — 
When His agony was o’er; 

Flow in mercy, full and free, 


Flow for sinners, flow for me! 
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Holy Jesus,—Great I AM! 
Shining in a spotless Lamb! 
Gentle as the Heavenly Dove, 
Thou the Lord of Life and Love! 
By Thy passion,—by Thy prayer 


Snatch me from my own despair! 


Hide me, where that wound was given 
Piercing to the heart of heaven : 

Hide me where those nails unmeet 
Rent Thy hands, and fix’d Thy feet: 
Hide me where red drops ran down 


From that sad acanthine crown! 


Holy Jesus!—Let me be 
Never separate from Thee: 
From the malice of the foe 
Ward me in the Vale of Woe! 
Let me, yielding up my breath, 
Find a Paradise in death ! 
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There no more shall night be known, 
Safely prostrate at Thy throne; 
Call’d by Thee to realms of day 
Where all tears аге wip'd away ; 
Jesu!—Thou my Rest shalt be— 
Faith hath found her home in Thee! 
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DONA NOBIS PACEM! 


Blessed Lamb! on Calvary's mountain 
Slain to take our sins away: 
Let the drops of that rich fountain 
Our tremendous ransom рау: 
Sacred Saviour ! Sacred Saviour! 


Lowly at Thy feet we pray. 


Blessed Lamb !—vouchsafe us pardon, 
In Thy love our souls confide; 
By Thy groans within the Garden, —— 
By the death which Thou hast died.— 
Let Thy Passion,—Let Thy Passion 


Evermore with us abide ! 
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So shall Peace,—sweet Peace be given, 
Purchase of Thy precious pain; 
So shall earth but lead to heaven, 
Since for us the Lamb was slain: 
Dear Redeemer ! Dear Redeemer ! 
Thou canst not have died in vain. 


Кона 


THE CROSS. 


My God! wilt Thou those pangs endure 
Where sinners ought to die? 
Thyself the Victim, fair and pure, 
For one во vile as I! 


Then cleanse this heart from all its dross, 
Which Thou alone canst see,— 
And nail it to Thy bitter Cross, 
That it may bleed with Thee. 
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Why should I live, and love that world 
Which could my Lord refuse ? 

And all its fulminations Һира — — 
Against Him, thro’ the Jews? 


Oh! rather,—like the dying thief, 
In dying,—let me call,— 

Where none, in vain, have sought relief, 
On Christ my All in All! 


Here Peace is found,—that Pearl of Price, 
The purchase of thy shame; | 
My soul adores the Sacrifice,— 


And glories in its Name! 
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HYSSOP! 


“I thirst”—the Blessed Saviour said, 
Ere on the cross He bow'd His Head, 
And gave Himself to God :— 
The vinegar was prest in vain, 
And the full cup of woe and pain 
Now blush'd with His own Blood! 


Hail, Holy Chalice, —let my soul 
Bathe in Thy depths, without control, 
Fill’d from the Heavenly Vine: 
Let every thought be fix'd on Thee, 
Thine overwhelming agony,— 
Until Thy love be mine ! 


I thirst ——that bitterness to share, 

Which Christ would deign for me to bear, 
The wormwood and the gall, — 

The pointing finger—and the leer, 

The wagging head,—the loathsome sneer, 
And the reproach of all. 
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I thirst—for what my Lord can give, 

That life which He would have me live 
Devoted to His will; 

Through cloud, or sunshine, calm, or storm, 

In scenes of every shade or form,— 
Obedient to Him still. 


I thirst—to have a soul within 
Divided from the smallest sin 

In word, or deed, or mind; 
A heart to soar on sacred wings 
Above all sublunary things, 

And leave the world behind. 


I thirst—to taste that precious stream 
Which only can my guilt redeem, 

And wash me white as snow, — 
Pour'd from that side, —those hands, and feet, 
Whence fountains of salvation sweet 


In ceaseless mercy flow. 
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I thirst—to see that glorious Brow 
Once pierc’d with thorns for me,—but now 
Crown'd as with many crowns; 
Where the perpetual hymn of praise 
Rises above all other lays,— 
All other music drowns! 


I thirst—to have His mercy known 

From shore to shore,—from zone to zone, 
His tears and tenderness;— 

Until the universe shall sigh 

That its dear Lord should ever die, 
Although that death we bless ! 


I thirst—to hail the countless throng 

Of those who to that world belong, 
Where pain afflicts no more; 

"Where every tear is wip'd away, 

And through a cloudless, nightless day 
All Saints the Lamb adore! 
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THE DARKNESS. 
O'er hill and vale and temple proud 
When Jesus died for man, 
There hung in air a sable shroud 
To mark the bitter ban,— 
The ban of Death on sinners laid, 
The dreadful debt Emmanuel paid! 


Well might the sun of nature hide 
Its matchless lamp of light, 

And veil, while its Creator died, 

_ Al radiancy in night: 

How could the smallest star Шише 

The depth of such infernal gloom? 


Oh! direful darkness, —unalloy'd, 


Of horror most profound,— 


Emblem of what the Cross destroy'd | 


And levell’d with the ground; 
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When, bursting through the realms of hell, 


It beam’d with light ineffable! 
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Lord! by that darkness, from this soul 
All darkness roll away,— 
Nor let a shade of sin control 
My progress towards the day: 
That day, with an unclouded sky, 
Of heaven,—in full eternity! 


ELOI! ELOI! 


“ My God—My God—Oh! why hast Thou 
In wrath forsaken Me?”— 

Then was the Saviour seen to bow, 
Extended on the Tree! 
Extended on the Tree, 

Around which, death and hell 

Yielded the palm of victory,— 

And in the conflict fell. 
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“Му God—My God—Oh! why hast Thou 
In wrath forsaken Me?” 

Our sins were weighing on His Brow, 
That load of misery ;— 
That load of misery, 

Which none but God could bear 

To set the guilty sinner free— 

And lo! a God was there! 


* My God—My God—Oh! why hast Thou 
In wrath forsaken Me?” 

The universe was voiceless now,— 
As is an icy sea! 
As is an icy sea,— 

With silence on its throne, 

Nor bird, nor beast can bear to be 

Within its frozen zone! 
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“Му God—My God—Oh! why hast Thou 
. In wrath forsaken Ме?” 
Sweet Saviour! it was Thine own vow 
Made from eternity ! 
Made from eternity, 
Before the worlds began,—~ 
That Thou wouldst love beyond degree, 


And rescue fallen man! 
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THE RENT VEIL! 


“ Rend the Veil! Rend the Veil!” 
The Cherubim cried : 

“ Rend the Veil! Rend the Veil! 
The Seraphim sighed : 
And an Echo replied 

From the North and the South, 
From the East and the West, —- 
Ав the Grave opened wide 

Her insatiate mouth, — 
Where the souls of the blest 


Came forth from their silent rest! 


* Rend the Veil! Rend the Veil!” 
"Tis the death of the Lord, — 
And the Veil was then rent 
From its uppermost cord : 


.127 


128 FIFTH SORROWFUL MYSTERY. 


And there glar’d а red sword, — 
As the tapestry sundered, 
And forth from the Holiest 
Deeply it thundered; 
Whilst a cloud of thrall, 
An Egyptian gloom,— 
Hung over all,— 
Like the funeral pall, 
Which encircles an earthly tomb! 


And there was the Mercy-seat 
Openly seen: 
Where the blood of the Sacrifice 
Offer'd had been: 
But before the fair ark 
Overladen with gold, — 
The glory was dark, 
And the Incense was cold : 
For shadows of heavenly things were they 
Which wan'd in the light of the rising day! 
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HADES! 


Oh! shore of solemn mystery, 
Far—far beyond the poles, 
Of which no pen the history 
For our relief unrolls! 
How shall we paint those portals 
Of awfulness sublime,— 
Where hosts of pale immortals 
Look backward upon Time? 


There from its ties delivered, 

In realms of hope they dwell: 
The shock which nature shivered 
Was neither heaven nor hell: 

In intermediate sadness 
Of mingled pain and peace, 
They wait for future gladness, 
Till God shall give release. 
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Oh! that some weary pinion 
Might to this world return; | 
And tell of that dominion,— 
Where souls in prison mourn! 
For in that fiery trial 
Both love and justice blend ; 
Nor vengeance pours a vial, 
Which hath not there an end. 


That land is а memorial 
How sin the conscience stains: 
A process purgatorial 
Must cleanse what yet remains: 
What yet remains as blotted, | 
Though Jesus peace hath made; 
Although the Lamb unspotted 
The eternal score hath paid! 


FIFTH SORROWFUL MYSTERY. 131 


He sits like a Refiner, 
Until the judgment day, 
The wise Almighty Miner 
To burn the dross away: 
And when His perfect features 
Upon the metal glow,— 
He smiles upon His creatures 
Who from that furnace go! 


Thrice happy they, who lowly 
Pass thro’ this vale of tears; 

Whom Christ hath made all holy, 
Ere Nature disappears ! 

For all their sins and errors 
Remission hath been given: 

They meet the King of Terrors,— 
And sleep to wake in heaven! 
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Amongst those favour’d spirits, 
The Dying Thief was found 
Through his Redeemer’s merits, 
On Calvary’s holy ground: 
Upon the Atoning Mountain 
His Lord before his eyes,— 
He plung’d into that fountain 
Which purchas'd Paradise ! 
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LATUS SALVATORIS! 


There is an Everlasting Home, 
Where contrite souls may hide, 
Where death and danger dare not come,— 


The Saviour’s Side! 


It was a cleft of matchless love 
Open’d when He had died: 
When Mercy hail'd in worlds above 
That wounded Side! 


Hail, Rock of Ages! pierc’d for me, 
The grave of all my pride: 
Hope,—peace,—and heaven, are all in Thee 
Thy sheltering Side! 


There issued forth a double flood, 
The sin-atoning tide, — 
In streams of water and of blood 


From that dear Side. 
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There is the only Fount of Bliss, 
In joy and sorrow tried: 
No refuge for the heart, like this, — 


A Saviour’s Side ! 


Thither the Church, thro’ all her days 
Points as a faithful guide, — 
And celebrates with ceaseless praise 
That spear-pierc'd Side! 


There is the golden Gate of Heaven, 
An entrance for the Bride, — 
Where the sweet crown of life is given 
Thro’ Jesu's Side! 
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ASCENSION. 


Rise—glorious Conqueror, rise 
Into Thy native skies,— 
Assume Thy right: 
And where in many a fold 
The clouds are backward roll’d— 
Pass through those gates of gold, 
And reign in light ! 


Victor o’er death and hell! 
Cherubic legions swell 

The radiant train: 
Praises all heaven inspire; 
Each angel sweeps his lyre, 
And claps his plumes of fire,— 


Thou Lamb once slain! 
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ASCENSION. 


Enter, —Incarnate God ! 
No feet, but Thine, have trod | 
The serpent down: 
Blow the full trumpets, —blow! 
Wider yon portals throw ! 
Saviour—triumphant—go, 
And take Thy Crown! 


Lion of Judah—hail! | 
And let Thy name prevail 
From age to age: 
Lord of the rolling years,— 
Claim for Thine own the spheres, 
For Thou hast bought with tears 
Thy Heritage! | 


ASCENSION. 139 


Yet—who are these behind 
In numbers more than mind 
Can count or say— 
Cloth’d in immortal stoles 

Illumining the poles— 
А galaxy of souls 
In white array ? 


And then was heard afar 
Star answering to star— 

Lo! these have come, 
Followers of Him, who gave 
His life, their lives to save; 
And now their palms they wave, 

Brought safely home! 
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ASCENSION. 


Oh Lord! ascend Thy throne ! 

For Thou shalt rule alone 
Beside Thy Sire, 

With the Great Paraclete, 

The Three in One complete, — 

Before whose awful feet 


All foes expire ! 
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CORPUS CHRISTI. 
These Wounds I hail, O Lord my God! 


For they were suffer’d once for me: 
My ransom was Thy precious Blood, 
My confidence is fix’d in Thee! 


Oh! transubstantiated Love! 
A God incarnate hidden here; 
While angels wave their wings above 
Or hide their eyes with holy fear. 


Oh! Sacrifice beyond compare, 
High Priest and Victim both in опе:. 
All love—all light—all wise—all fair, 
The Virgin-Born! The Father's Son! 


Ten thousand thousand daily feed 
On Thee,— and find their graces grow : 
Sweet Help in every time of need, — 


The Well, whence heavenly waters flow! 
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Lo! how the broken-hearted come 

To see their Saviour on the Cross; 
And then return in comfort home 

To count for Him all things but dross. 


Sweet Jesus! stretch abroad Thine arms, 
Embrace the world Thou hast redeem’d; 
Thy voice shall hush its loud alarms, 
And darkness fly where Thou hast beam’d ! 


Thou,—with Thy saints, shalt reign alone 
From shore to shore, from pole to pole; 
And glory round Thy holy throne 
Shall in eternal surges roll ! 


And till the Trump of God may sound,— 
Thy Church on earth shall prostrate fall, 

In praise, and prayer, and hymns profound 
To worship Thee,—the Lord of All! 
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ALL SAINTS! 


Head of the hosts in glory, 
We joyfully adore Thee— 

Thy Church on earth below ; 
Blending with those on high,— 
Where through the azure sky 
Thy saints in ecstasy,— 

For ever glow! 


Armies of God! in union 

With us, through one communion,— 
Pour forth sweet prayers : 

Our souls in love embruce— 

Around the Saviour’s face, 

And ask His special grace 


To soothe our cares. 
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ALL SAINTS. 


Offer those golden Vials 

Of odours,—for our trials, 
Before the Throne: 

Till God the Father smile 

On us, —though we were vile,— 

Now counted without guile 
Through Christ alone! 


'Then reise the song of gladness 
То dissipate our sadness— 
Along this vale of tears; 
We wend our weary Way 
Up towards the realms of day,— 
And watch,—and wait,—and pray, 


Constant in fears ! 
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Holy Apostles! beaming 

With radiance brightly streaming 
From diadems of power; 

Call on the awful name,— 

That we, through flood and flame, 

The gospel may proclaim | 


In every hour! 


Martyrs !—whose mystic legions - 

March o’er yon heavenly regions, 
In triumph round and round: 

Wave—wave your banners—wave: 

Your God,—our Saviour,—clave 

For death itself—a grave, 

In hell profound! ` 
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ALL SAIKTS. 


Saints '—in fair circles, casting 

At Jesu's pierced feet, — 
Amidst our rude alarms 
Stretch forth your conquering arms, 
That we, too, safe from harms, 


In heaven may meet ! 


Virgins !—in bliss transcendent, 

Whose coronals resplendent 
Unwithering bloom: 

Exalt in ceaseless lays 

Him, whom all anthems praise, 

And oft our spirits raise 


With your perfume | 
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Angels—Archangels glorious! — 

Guards of the Church, victorious— 
Worship the Lamb! | 

Crown Him with crowns of light, — 

One of the Three by right, — 

Love, —Majesty,—and Might, — 
The great I AM! 
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CHRISTMAS. 


Infant Jesus ! 
Lead me to Thy peaceful manger, 
Wondrous Babe of Bethlehem ! 
Shepherds hail Thee,—though a stranger, 
Let me worship Thee with them! 
I am vile,—but Thou art holy, 
Oh! unite my heart to Thee - 
Make me pure,—and keep me lowly, 
Just what Thou wouldst have me be! 


Root of Jesse ! 

Let me listen to the story 

More than full of matchless love, 
How the Lord of Grace and Glory 

Left for us His throne above : 
Touch'd with sympathy so tender, 

Man must marvel, —seraphs gaze: 
Let me hasten to surrender 


Soul and body to Thy praise. 


CHRISTMAS. 149 


Child of Mary ! 
Blessed is Thy Virgin Mother— 
Blessed among women she, 
Who alone, without another, 
Realiz’d the mystery ! 
Prophets,—priests,—and hoary sages 
Paths of learning vainly trod : 
She arose,—desire of Ages !— 
She conceiv’d the Son of God ! 


Word Incarnate ! | 
Dead unfathomable wonder,— 
Miracle of Love and grace: 
God and man,—once far asunder, 
Here approach—unite—embrace ! 
Here Jehovah,—the Eternal, 
Shines behind a human veil : 
Prostrate fall the powers infernal— 
Satan trembles, Death is pale! 


150 CHRISTMAS. 


Spotless Victim ! 
For though now in lustre lying, 
As a Lamb of countless price, — 
Thou shalt dare the doom of dying, 
Thou shalt be our Sacrifice ! 
Thou shalt climb the mystic mountain, 
Thou shalt on the Cross expire, — 
Thou shalt open Mercy’s Fountain, 
Thou shalt quench Thy Father's fire! 


Prince of Pardon ! 
Thou shalt tread those rayless regions, 
Where the King of Terror reigns: 
Thou shalt set at large their legions, 
Whom till then his key detains! 
Thou in weakness condescending 
In our flesh to live and die, — 
Then the realms of Hades rending, 
Swallowedst death in victory ! 
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Hope of Sinners ! 
Dear Redeemer! Precious Saviour! 
Offspring of the Royal Maid, — 
By Thy meek and pure behaviour 
In her folding arms display'd: 
By Thy tears of earliest anguish 
On no niortal brow impearl'd,— 
By the love, that could not languish, 
Thou hast sav'd a ruin'd world ! 


Crown of Angels! 

Hark! innumerable voices 

Burst upon the ravish'd ear : 
Heaven from choir to choir rejoices, 

Lo! Emmanuel is here! 
Hail,—adorable Creator ! — 

Seraphs, strike ten thousand chords! 
Hail of all things Consummator ! 

King of kings, and Lord of lords. 
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DIES FINALIS! 
Rise O Lord! in all Thy Glory 
On the last and dreadful day: 
Lo! the lofty hills are hoary 
Trembling ere they melt away ! 
Come to Judgment—Come to Judgment, 
Let Thy wheels no longer stay. | 


Crash on crash of distant thunder 
Peals aloud from pole to pole: 
As in wrath they burst asunder, 
And the skies together roll !— 
Cloth’d in sackcloth! Cloth’d in sackcloth ! 
Withering like a parchment scroll ! 


Now the universe in motion 
Sinks upon her funeral pyre,— 
Earth dissolving, —and the ocean 
Vanishing in final fire: - | 
Hark the Trumpet! Hark the Trumpet 
Loud proclaims the Hour of Ire! 
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Graves have yawn'd in countless numbers, 
From the dust the dead arise,— 
Legions, out of silent slumbers 
Wake in overwhelm’d surprise,— 
Where all Nature! Where all Nature 


Wreck’d and torn in ruin lies! 


Lo ! that last long Separation 

As the cleaving crowds divide,— 
And one dread Adjudication 

Sends each soul to either side: 
Lord of Mercy! Lord of Mercy ! 
How shall I that day abide ? 


Sign of Safety ! see it lightning, 

Once the Cross of crimson shame! 
And with heavenly lustre brightening 
Those who suffer'd in its Name ! 
Mighty Millions! Mighty Millions ! 
Radiant with their wings of flame! 
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Rise O Lord! in all Thy Glory 
On Thine amaranthine Throne! 
Thousand thousand worlds adore Thee 
From the centre to the zone ! 
Hail Emmanuel! Hail Emmanuel ! 
Let our hearts be all Thine own ! 
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